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Which, like his own, the day's disaster done,
Could, safe in manhood, suffer and be still.
' Both thine and ours the victory hardly won ;
If ever with distempered voice or pen
We have misdeemed thee, here we take it back,
And for the dead of both don common black.
Be to us evermore as thou wast then,
As we forget thou hast not always been,
Mother of States and unpolluted men,
Virginia, fitly named from England's manly queen I

AN ODE

FOE THE  FOURTH  OF JULY,  1876
I.
1.

I saw a vision in the cloud
That loitered dreaming in yon .sunset sky,
Full of fair shapes, half creatures of the eye,
Half chance-evoked by the wind's fantasy
In golden mist, an ever-shifting crowd:
There, 'mid unreal forms that came and went
In air-spun robes, of evanescent dye,
A woman's semblance shone preeminent;
Not armed like Pallas, not like Hera proud^
But, as on household diligence intent,
Beside her visionary wheel she bent
Like Arete or Bertha, nor than they
Less queenly in her port: about her knee
Glad children clustered confident In play: